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It is a horrible sound, the low wind's whistle
Across the seaweeds on the beach at night.
From stone to stone through hissing caves it passes
Up the curved cliff and shakes the prickly thistle
And spreads its hatred through the grasses,

In spite of that wicked sound

Of the wind that follows us like a scenting hound,

It is fitting on the curved cliff to remember the

drowned,
To imagine them clearly for whom the sea no longer

cares,
To deny the language of the thistle, to meet their foot-

firm tread

Across the dark-sown tares
Who were skilful and erect, magnificent types of

godhead,

To resist the dogging wind, to accuse the sea-god ;
Yet in that gesture of anger we must admit
We were quarrelling with a phantom unawares.

For the sea turns whose eveiy drop is counted
And the sand turns whose every grain a holy hour-

glass holds
And the weeds turn beneath the sea, the sifted life

slips free,

And the wave turns surrendering from its folds
All things that are not sea, and thrown off is the spirit
By the sea, the riderless horse which they once

mounted,